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now was to the life of a hermit, the, long talks he now had were too exhausting, although ho had boon looking forward to them all the winter. Since he embraced his philosophy with all the ardour that lay in his soul, and since every new idea was for him a new experience that convulsed every fibre of his being, he could not converse upon such matters without great emotional stress. Then, too, the weather was most unfavourable. The spring was nnusually stormy, so that the air, charged as it was with electricity, might alone have been enough to make him feel ill. But of course the relapse was al.no partly due to his work on his new book and the attendant oyentrain. My brother had thought that recovery wan at hand, and for the first time he became impatient. Never did he complain so mnch and in such vehement terms an during this spring at Recoaro. Towards the and of hit* stay he began to feel rather better, so that he could after all to some extent appreciate the beauties of tho place. Ho writes to Gast, who had meanwhile returned to Venice: " So far as scenery is concerned, Recoaro is one of the finest places I know; I have been investigating its beauty with great energy and enthusiasm, Tho beauty of Nature, like all other beauty, Is very jealous, and will not let us serve any other mistress/'
At the beginning of July,  1881,  my  brother left Kecoaro, never to return.